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Mystery of* the Lost Golf Balls Solved and a

Wondertul Garden Discovered by a Dirty Boy:

Truman. I say “onee” not becausec he is

dead or because it all happened long ago,
but just because that’s the proper way to begin a
story elves. Gid was a poor boy whose clothes
were patched and faded; but, besides that, he was a
dirty boy.

He wouldn't wash his neck mornings nor clean
his finger-nails, and when he thought of tsking a
bath he shivered all over; bit he would 2o in swim-
ming four times a day when it was warm cunough.
Gid said he eouldn’t see the use of bathing.

His poor mother had a dreadful time with him
trying to keep him elean enough to be recogmized,

ONC'L’ there was a small boy named Gideon

ot

ie didn’t always suceeed, either, for there were
times when she passed him on

the street without
knowing he was her son, so dirty was his face!

She lived just on the outskirts of Milltown, in a
little cottage that was so old and storm-beaten that
its weatherboards were as gray as the trunk of an
old, dead tree, but she was alw a4ys as neat ag a new
pin, and, therefore, she felt a deep pain at the
thought of having a son who was ealled “Dirty Gid”
by his own companions. )

In vain she reasoned with him and tried to show
him how much happier he would be with clesn neck,
ears and hands. Gid couldn’t sce it, and
scrubbed him with sandsoap he wr
groaned as if he were bLeing tortured by
My, how he hated soap!

P

en she
1 and

idigns |
naigus.

Of course, if you wish, T will tell yon what had
made him so avers i"..‘ but 1 don’t think
many people will s explanatien. Tt was

merely because, when he was little, his fond mother

used to wash him just as if s
Iront gtoop.

re scrubbing the

It seemed to Gid that his skin was simply being
rubbed off .in layer hen she got at him with soap
and stiff brush, and sometimes he used to wonder

did the cioiny
,\lnllll:l‘\‘ washing,

He had known only once what it was to be
. A e
handled, and «hat was when Miss Gurney
his hands and face one day when he had be

by & stone and had fainted. He never forgot the
{eel of the smooth, soft hands that gently laved his
forehead with warm water and scented soap. He
thrilled more than e when he recalled the tender
pressure of her fi upon his blackened hands,
and he wondered ¥ his 1 er, who loved him
dearly, couldn’t use the same method of washing
bovs, 7

Well, this story tells you how he was cured of
being dirty.

Gid sometimes acted as “caddy” for the golf play-
ers upon the Wes I Links A “caddx

i’n_\‘ who earries a
“drivers,” “cleats,
and “marlin-spikes,” which

I understendg for

“putters,”

8,7 “fozzlers”

are the different ng

shinny-sticks used

7

Tspud

in

game,
Besides this, the hunts for le
instructs the green players. Gid used to get
ter of a dellar fo i
and he was ve ry

to assert th

:
caddy

r & half day of this
fond of the work. I
at no boy on the Wee Hig

sort

was quicker finding stray balls than Gid. but
was often enraged at | ing remarks made cboat
the grimy condition of face and hands

Many a ious player refused his services,
especial ars with brand-new 1 oy
tool-bugs, ) didn't wish 1o see finger )
them. Yet he never once thought of ay

t of a clean !*tq\ with s

the bo

new character, ti

Sd, afte~ a tinie, when most of the
village came to know of the money-maki hances
at the lin Gid was obliged to sit idly by and sce

them chosen iustead of himiself, althougt
number of the players still preferred the
who w 80 to find all last balls. Yet t
ber w that he

sure

indeed so

small ra Was em-
oy o
ployed, he used to grit his teeth as be lay in the
1

grass w ing the hocky lads who were earnir
quarters and slyly laughing at “Dirty Gid” for miss-
ing all these good ehances,

One day Mr. Brition, the eminent publisher, who
was a nice, chunky man with a kind face, and who
was the most expert player in the Wee Highball
Links, sdvised Gid to go home snd hold his head
under the faucet for a half-hour. Coming from an
old friend, this hurt the boy more than all the gibes
of his companions or his mother’s pleadings, and
he wallied away with quivering lips. -

“Why is everybody so stuck on being clean?” he
asked himself, as he looked at his grimy knuekles,
“Y feel just us good when Pm dirty! 1 ean't see
what difference it makes as long as I like it It's
just the same as some people liking %o wear black
elothes instead of white clothes, seems to me !

He stole away and hid in a thick cepse of thorny
bushes which had never been cut down, and here ha

gave way to bitier teass thet furrowed rots-down -

bis cheeks until e resembled a painted Indisn. Sud-

golf ball whizzed past his car, and
1w it eut through the bushes behind

denly a white
looking up he s:
him. .

When the boy and the player came hunting for it
he did not help or even tell them where it had gene,
so mad was he, but when they gave it up in disgust
he soon found the little ball and sat down again, re-
solved to hold it for ransom, as the c¢lub paid ten
r balls found on the links.

caents eas )i To

It was

ady and cocl among the thorny bushes,
and he rested his back against a tall, flat stone and
affer a time he I'he ball slipped from his
hand and rolled aw in the thin grass, When he
apencd his eyes he almost jumped out of his skin,
for there before him stosd three tiny men, one of
whom was holding the golf ball in his arms, as a
boy might hold a watermelon, and the three were
xi.-‘,:nh £ as to '.\'h‘:'m it Lp}--l:,'_'m].

“I tell you,” said one, in a thin voice, “I tell yon,
w it first and was making for it when the garter
» eame toward me, so it’s mine!”

“Twut, tut, and also, fudge, likewise bosh!” eried
another in a deep growl, “I saw it roll from the

|i"/j'.l.

1

boy’s hend and was merely waiting until he snored,
when I was going to make way with it! So, by all
, 1t is mi .
on may dispute all day, you two,” said the one
who beld the ball, an elf with a beard that touched
the ground. *I got it, I have it and I'm going
keep it, and that’s my argument!”

“But you already have elev and I have only

to

six!” shouted the first elf. “It’s not fair, and I
protest!”

“Protest all vou ])}VL\.\('. but that won't L'i\'c you
the ball!” replied the bearded one. “] need 2ll I can

ve got to!” exelaimed Gid aloud, as he sud-
at up straight against the rock.
leaped into the air in surprise, for they

ily sa
[he elves
Il thought he was sound asleep.
“What do you do with those balls ?” asked the boy,
u‘i.‘-';v T”r«\' };;1'1 recovers d
: + punch bowls of them!”

replied the bearded

elf, after a pause. “We cut them in half.”
“I'd like to taste some of that punch!” said Gid.
“I% must be pretty fine!”

“]"f!'l!!i’[ me io Uﬁ"l‘ yYou some .7 the bearded elf

aid, as he produced a tiny flask and held it to-

ay have it all. There's plenty more down

* meant to taste the strange stuff, but
m his throat before he knew if, and
Suddenly he remembered
1kle, and how he had slept for twenty
g with the little men of the

" 3 1
ior he ielt ‘hat s«

i he shivered

me-

ppening to hiw already.
Gueer t ing, shooting thrills ran up his legs
and arms his « ew blurred and rhen every-

thing ia away!
Wi : me to his senses he found himself
being drawn along threugh complete darkness, and
] bound so th could not move

downward was very ap-
slant of his body, but where he was
r he could get no idea.

¢ & space Be was able to see that

¢ Was going

t fram the

he was ap-

ing & light of some sort, and scon he saw
hat he was being hurried along s sort of narrow

tunnel not much larger than his body and toward an
opening, but when he reached what he supposed was
the opening it turned out to be a larger space, a
sort of elfin hall, illuminated from: above by a faint,
starry light which showed thut he tas surrounded
by dezens of the little men.

He could see that his arms were tied with ropes
made of grass, The elves gathered about him, eager-
ly examining him and showing great excitement,

“What are'you goihg to do with him ¢ asked one
of them.

“We will find a use for him!” replied one of his
captors, laughking. “It's a long time sinee we had a
mortal slave, you remember "

“It is,indeea! It must be several hundred years!i”

“We have a slave. Hurrah!"” shouted all of them,
and they daneed about in glee.

“But we'll have to feed him! He must eat: re-
member I suddenly spoke up one of the older elves,
“I recollect how we did it ages ago, when we caught

the son of the miller!”
ing bread and fruit ali the

“It kept us busy ste
“ime  exclaimed
scarecly worth whils !*

7, “aud I ‘think it was

“Naver mind. We will tind out some way to feed
him. No doubt in the experimental ficlds we will
find things that mortals may eat, and surely that
will be the best way to find out how those experi-
ments have suecceeded,” very sucient eif,

:L(i'-]. o

dressed in red leather. “We don't kuow yet what i3
the use of all Hieromathus has done.”
elf.
>

“But see how dirty he is!” shouted another
“W ("“im:t have such a soiled ereature about us!”

“That's easily remedied!” replied one of his cap-
tors. “He must be cleaed.”

*“But how do you clean 1!(-“1:]1' ¥ asked a (ill) l".‘i“.’-f
no taller than one’s hand. “I understand they wash
themselves in water, these humans! We can't touch
water!”

“No! Oh, no! indeed!” choruse d all of them,

shuddering.
. “There’s more ways of killing a eat than by chok-
ing 1t with butter !” responded the old e}f. “We will
beat him like a carpet and get most of the dirt off
that way!” -

“Fine! Splendid idea!” chouted tihe crowd of
elves, and they hurried away for rods with which
to beat the boy. Scon the and in 8 twink-
ling they began to belabor the dirty Gid on all sides,
making the dirt fly in such clouds that oy were all
almost choked. At first Gid laughed, but after a
time these tiny rods began to hurt, and soon he
was in torment as they rose and fell as steady as

rain.
B B &

Finally he began to yell in his agony, but that
made not tho slightest difference to his tormenters;
they kept right on as if he w
until at last when he seemed io
from head to foot, they sto
said:

“There! He’s about as clean as any of us, I sup~’
pose. Now loosen his bonds and let him =i up!”

Gid could scarcely lift himself, but at last he sat
up and said:

“That’s 2 mean trick! T wever did vou any harm!”

“None of your impudence!” shouted the chief.
“We will now take you to our king and see what he
has to say. And mind, no b ik, or such things
will happen to vou that wi : think that
beating was mere play!”

Gid, of course, had all sorts of ideas alout elves,

rrived

periectly silent,
burn and tingle
pped and the chief clf

ere

aud principally was pessessed of a motion that they
could aceomplish anyil wished just by utter-

ing some magic word; ore, ke resolved to
say nothing, but by pati nd good nature try to
gain their good will; = en he was told 1o rise and
follow them to the king he obeyed in silence.

- Hi$ back ached and his face wd quite raw
when he touched it, but he marched along a pas-
sage, now bending almost dovuble to avoid seraping
his sore back against the roof .

, and now wa g
erect where the passage was loft rk, unuil, at
fast, they reached a tall-dos re, on a

erystal throne, sat the ¢lf k ‘hite beard
ten feet long.

“Ha! At last!” said the monarch when the boy
stood before him. “I now have another slave! This
is a great comfort!”

“But what will your majesty do with him?" in-
quired a misshapen creature beside the king's foot-
stool. “You have no use for a slave like that!”

“We will give him employment!” spoke up an-
other alf, who bore a red wand. “Hs ean be kept
busy lopping off the roots that are growing down
into the gold room, and that will be well worth the
trouble, for they are pestering us very much, as they
are too high to reach easily ”

“Goed! Set him to work at oncel” eried the king,
much relieved. So Gid was condueted to the gold
room, where the elves had stored such an amount of
that preeious metal that it dazzled Gid's eyes to
look ‘gt it even in the dim light thet seemed to
gleam through the walls. ;

Here he was given s kaife and he went to work

lopping off the roots that penetrated the roof of the

r he had removed all of them he was

vern, where some mouldy bread
He protested.

cavern. Afte
led to another
was handed to hi

*Sey, look here! I can't eat this stuff, you know I”
s2id he, “Can’t you get me fresh bread ¥
“That’s all we could find!” responded one of the
guards. “What's the matter with it§?
*It's mouldy, that’s what! You're a fine buneh of

sOme

elves if that’s the best you can do with all your
magie and charms!”
“Let’'s take him to old Hicromathus's experi-

mental farm!” susgested the court fool. “It has
never been of any use to anybody sinece he stopped
playing at gardening like any mortal.”

“We will do just that!” eried the king. “I am
positive that there are many things there that mor-
tals eat.”

Se Gid was conducted to a great. wide hall,
lighted apparently by a sort of electrie light that
was as strong as sunshine, only it eame from be-
neath instead of above, and there he saw that the
floor and even the walls were green with plants and
foliage of all sorts. Here he recognized berries,
fruits and vegetables growing.

“You may belp vourself to anything you wish
Lere.” said one of the elves. “I know not just how
ihese things are to be eaten, but you must find out
for yourself. Everything here is just as Hiero-
mathus left it, after spending ages in experimenting
with the things that grow above ground.”

Fhe ¢lves left Gid here, and he began to examine
the strange underground garden with great interest,
which soon changed to astonishment when he dis-
covered its many wonders. First he found that the
('ul'uﬁlb[‘l‘ﬁ tjl;ir Zrew Ili"l'(' i wWETC il('[uﬂl‘
ly pickles! It was only by eating several that he
convinced himself that this was so, and then he
went further to find that there was cocked asparagus
and pie-plant sticking up out of the ground! While
he wss tasting these an aged elf appeared beside
him, an elf who was quivering with eagerness and
who instantly eried:

“Ha! You are eating my stuff! It is all right?
Have I succeeded ?”

“What do you mean?” asked Gid, with a mouth
full of rhubard.

“T'am the elf Hieromathus,
made all these experiments, but I have never had a
chance to test them, as we never eat. Here you will
find all manner of new ideas in vegetation, all in-
vented by myself, and I do hope you will say that I
have succeeded!”

“As far as I've gone it's great!” replied Gid. “Do
you mean to say that you can really make cooked
things grow g

“Assuredly! They will grow in this soil all right,
but are they tasty and edible, that’s the guestioni”
replied Hieromathus, eagerly.

“See!” he added. “Here’s an ear of sweet corn!”

Gid tasted the hot corn, to find it perfect, al-
though just torn from the stalk.

“Gee! This is a great idea, and
ize the gardening business!”

“That’s what 1 have elaimed, but they laughed at
me!” shouted the elf. “I said the mortals would
never hate us again if we could benefit them in some
such manner {*

“But mortals don't hate elves!” said Gid. “On the
contrary, we¢ regard them with the very kindest
feelings.” B

“T will tell the king that you said se, but let me
show you some more of my inventions. Here's an
oyster plant, whieh, as you know, on earth merely
tastes something like an oyster, perhaps, but wider
my careful direetion it grows, raw, fried, steamed
or roast oypters themselves. Taste one, please!”

Gid was sstonished to find the elf was right. The
oyster which he plucked from a stalk was exactly
like a fresh bivalve, and when he had tasted fried
and roast oysters he danced with glee, as did the elf
also. Then he ate some fried potatoes that grew
just like leaves, heneath which hung the boiled
potatoes in clustefs, smoking hot, and then some
baked beans. _

Cooked mushrooms covered the soil beneath the
steaming onion and eabbage plants, which gave forth

profnsic

and I am the one who

it will -evalution-

a strong odor that made him homesick, s ‘
&s it did, corned beef and S&bage. Salads kmtz .

T dressed; lettuce, chicory, dandelion, each with

“That Explains Where All the
Lost Balls Have Gone!”
He Exclaimed.
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its own flavor, as if prepared b
Gid was compelled to admire the
skill.

“The spinach gave me the
elf. “It seemed as thou :
I did. And I had a Iit
flower, but just lock at tl
and my catsup plants!”

The catsup came in tiny
pitcher-plants, and was delicious, ind
would you say to a plant that was £ill
custard! That was shown next to th
Gid. and he almost shouted with deli

SC-Tadisn,

flowers or

cuplike

ed, but wi

tex
it. Then Hieromathus revealed further rs.
Here was a bush filled with hot crullers, t @
preizel plant and yonder a small iree covered with
gum drops!

“Everything that naturally eomes from a ze-

table ean be grown here perfeetly, I have |
said the wise old elf. “Now here you see how I |
improved upon nature and perfected a g
growth. ‘This I consider my greatest triun
“Here we have the anim
dom combined in one. Th
weed, but instead of a nasty whi hat
used to cure warts, it gives a flow of real -2ilk!

taste it!”
V-

Gid did so, and was surprised to find {
indeed genuine milk.

"“'h}'. our fortune is made!” he \‘1':{".:, f'u:g« it
that he was a prisoner.

“Really, do you think se whispered Hicro-
mathus, eagerly. “Will the mortals welcome my dis-
coveries {”

“In a minute!” cried Gid. “Just thow me how
get out of here with some samples of these thi
and we can have anything we ask!”

“That’s easy enough!” replied the elf. “We are
now immediately under the garden of Widow Tru-

e, that 1

fnat 1t was

ng

790

to

’

,man—"

“That’s my mother!” interrupted Gid.
“Well, it will be little trouble to make &n op«
here above us and thus go forth.”
“But the elves will attack me!” exclaimed the boy.
“Pshaw! They're quite harmless!”
“Why, there’s encugh of them to overcome me
L

ning

easily!” said Gid.
“Not if you wet yourself. They dare not touch
water, for they fear it will harm them, which is an

elfin delusion, as I've proved it wh
plants. Water hurts nobody!”

“If there’s any water near here I'd like some to
drink, and to wash myself, too, as T am covered with
dust and cobwebs from your plants and thirgs!”
said Gid.

“Follow me!” said Hieromathus, and he lad him
to two clear springs, one warm and the other cold.
Here Gid drank and then bathed, much to his relief,
wondering, as he did so, why he had never appre-
ciated a bath before. Then he heard a distant noise
and started up as Hieromathus eried:

“Wet your elothes and stand by to proiect mel
They are angry at us'”

82 8 &

Sure enongh, there they were, and they came fum-
ing to the pools, but when Gid shook drops of water
at them they fled trembling, and when he pursued
them back to the king’s hall they all humbly bowed
before him and surrendered.

. The king offered him heaps of gold if he would
leave, but Gid made a long speech in which he

i watering these
&

showed the elfin monarch all the advantages of being
friendly with the people of the upper earth, and so
they all went to work te dig a tunnel up,.to his
mother's garden. _

Thare he planted the seeds of the wanderful
plants raised by Hieromathus, and with the aid of

the elf Gid produced all manuver of eocked vege-
tables, greatly benefiting mankind, as well
riching himself immensely, but the gre
was in the fact thet the elves were rende
to others beside themselves.

It was no small matter, of course, to grow pRmp-
kins, seasoned and cooked reads for the pie, or egy
plants, sliced and fried, but to have the good will of
the elves is, I think, far wmore important, altho
I don’t believe, as many do, that these little unde
ground people ever steal our babics and substitute
their own. This, I am qguite sure, is a fable invented
by those people of ancient timeos, whe ignorantly
persecuted and tormented all elves because they
feared and hated them.

Hieromathus, who lives with Gid now and alwaws
laughs when Gid goes inte the bath rogm every
morning, tells me that the elves have always been
the most timid and peaceful ereatures on earth, ynd
I believe him; yet I still think some magic must
have been used to change “Dirty Gid” into the clean

iny-faced boy whom I see driving about or
i ol on-the Woe Highball Links every day.
" WALT MeDOUGALL.

a8 en-
est benefit

ed useful




